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was oppressively close, no uncommon phenomenon in Kaseeru,
where, what between low sandy ground and a southerly latitude,
the climate is much more sultry than in Djebel Shomer, or the
mountains of Toweyk. So that we were very glad when the
ascent of a slight eminence discovered to our gaze the long-
desired town of Bereydah, whose oval fortifications rose to view
amid an open and cultivated plain. It was a view for Turner,
An enormous watch-tower, near a hundred feet in height, a
minaret of scarce inferior proportions, a mass of bastioned walls,
such as we had not yet witnessed in Arabia, green groves around
and thickets of Ithel, all under the dreamy glare of noon, offered
a striking spectacle, far surpassing whatever I had anticipated,
and announced populousness and wealth. We longed to enter
those gates and walk those streets. But we had yet a delay to
wear out. At about a league from the town our guide Mubarek
led us off the main road to die right, up and down several little
but steep sand-hills and hot declivities, till about two in the
afternoon, half roasted with the sun, we reached, never so weary,
his garden gate.

Here, in a snug country-house, much resembling in size and
construction many a peasant's dwelling in Southern Italy, lived
Mubarek, with his family, brothers, and other relatives. Around
was a pretty garden, with a central tank full of cool clear water
from the adjoining well, and bordered by cotton plants, maize,
and flowering shrubs, with date-trees at intervals; close by the
tank stood an arbour of open trellis-work, but vine-roofed from
the sun; just the place for dusty heat-wearied travellers to re-
pose in and enjoy the freshness of the neighbouring pool. Here
our host, without imitating the bad habit of the Druses in Le-
banon (who begin by asking their guest what he would like,
instead of anticipating his modesty), at once brought mats and
cushions of country fashion, and when we had a moment taken
breath, half reclining under the chequered shade, set before us
a dainty dish of fresh dates, the produce of his orchard. Before
long the members of the family who chanced to be at home,
old and young, appeared one after another to pay their wel-
come, the women excepted, in whom such forwardness would
be a breach of etiquette. For although the absolute seclusion,
which, it is well known, imprisons, physically and morally, the
fair sex in some Mahometan lands, is seldom if ever observed